ACT i                                                  BELISARIUS

Stored in our treasury till better times;
Let the collection of them be your charge.

SOLOMON {bowing). Humbly I thank you for your trust, my

lord.

[Exit SOLOMON.
THEODORE. There goes a lucky man!

DEMETRIUS,                                       He has the knack

Of getting these appointments*

Enter a Soldier hurriedly.

SOLDIER.                                            Give me room!

Let me come through you to the Emperor!

MARTIAN. Bad news of Zabergan ?

ISAAC.                                            I told you so I

JUSTINIAN. Tell me the worst at once.

SOLDIER.                                              He has advanced

Beyond the Anastasian wall unchecked,
And pitched his camp, not twenty miles from here.
At Melantias, upon the Athyras.

THEODORE, God's grace!   He will be here to-morrow then
SERGIUS. Nothing can save us !

JUSTINIAN.                                NoVs the time to act!

Go you, Marcellus, and you, Theodore,

To treat with Zabergan-----
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